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green paper, and The Littlest One, printed on cheap pink
paper, and British Youngster, printed on cheap white paper.
Gosh ! The things we're going to do ! They made Alec sick,
as he thought of his big Bible; but that night all this was
hidden from him. He felt an unaccustomed warmth of
affection for Dan Dunkerley as they stepped through the
hoarding into the gaslit street.

Dan said: " Look, Alec. The brougham will be waiting
for me in St. John Street. I can drive back along the
Stockport Road and drop you near your place/'

He spoke almost with diffidence, and Alec thought:
f' Poor old Dan 1 He's trying his best to act as though his
horse and cart are already part and parcel of him. But really
he's like a child who wants to share a splendid new toy,
partly from generosity, partly to show off."

"No, thank you, Dan," he said. "I've got a call to
make."

He watched Dan stride away through the lighted
thoroughfare, then turned into the small ill-lit streets of the
Shambles. It always pleased him, this. surviving bit of
ancient Manchester, these old shops and inns crowding
- round the foot of the cathedral like chickens under a hen's
wings. It was getting late, but there was still a ray of yellow
light rising up out of Mr. Suddaby's cellar. He ran down
the steps into the cave of second-hand books, sniffing with
pleasure the familiar smell of old leather, dust, a gentle
emanation of disintegration and decay. You seemed, down
here, to be inside the damp crust of the earth, so that, even
in midsummer, it was never really warm. He was not
surprised to find, when he had threaded his way through
the avenues and corridors of books and come to the fireplace
where the old bookseller's chair stood on a faded mat, that
there was still a bit of fire burning. Mr. Suddaby, thin and
silvery, with a skull-cap on his head, was emptying the sodden
leaves from his teapot on to a page of The Manchester Guardian,
and as Alec came up and wished him good evening, he
dumped this extinguisher upon the few dying coals.

" Well, my young editor," he chaffed him, " my moulder
of the public, I suppose you're too important a man now to
come and see me at a. respectable hour. What you'll be